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which have survived so much history. I glance
at the Cloisters but do not enter, for too fierce
a nostalgia threatens my lonely contemplation.
Within these Cloisters, sixteen years ago, Martin
put my engagement ring on my finger, and
speculated: "I wonder if the next generation
will ever come here?"

I doubt now whether the next generation will,
even if there should still be a college to come to;
Richard is in America, and the times are out of
joint.

From New College, as- the guide books say, it
is only a step to the doors of All Souls. I go there
to renew my recollection of its twin white bino-
culars, and stand outside a locked gate inexorably
labelled: "This College is closed to visitors until
further notice." I remember doing Pass Moder-
ations there in June, 1915, and the difficulty
of giving my mind to Plato's Apology and the
intricacies of Greek Unseen Proses when so many
beloved friends were serving at the front. . . .
It was, in fact, almost as hard to pass an examin-
ation in 1915 as it is to write a book in 1940. . . *

I had thought Oxford station as closely
crammed with humanity as any limited space
1 could possibly achieve; but now, looking at the
High Street, I find that I was wrong.. Up and
down the great curving thoroughfare, packed
almost too close for movement and pushing each
other from the pavement into the gutter, struggles